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The Tr Age die o/Hamlcc 

Of yeur precedent Lord ,a vice of Kings, 

A cul-purfe of the Empire and the rule. 

That from a fhelfc the precious Diadem ftole 
Andput it in his pocket. 

Enter Cjhojf. 

Hart. A King of fhreds and patches, 

Saue me and houer ore me with your wings . 

You hcauenly gards : what would your gracious figure. 
Cer. A'afle hec s mad. 

Warn. Doe youe not come your tardy fonne to chide, 
Thatlap’ftin time and paflionlets goc by 
Th’ important a&ing of your dread command.O fay. 

Gbofi. Doc not forget : this vifitacion 
Is but to’whet thy almoft blunted purpofe. 

Bat lookc, amazement on thy mother fits, 

O ftep betweene her, and her fighing foule! 

Conceit in wcakeft bodies flrongeft workes, 

Spcakc to her H amlet^ 

Ham. How is it with you Lady? 
ger. Al a (Tc how i’ft with you? 

That you doebend your eye on vacancy. 

And with th incorporall ayre doe hold difcouric* 

Foorth at your eyes your fpirrits wildly peep. 

And as the fleeping fouldiersin th’alarme. 

Your tfcaded hairc like life in excrements 
Starts vp and (rands an end:0 gentle fonne! 

Vpon the heateand flame of thy diftemper 
Sprincklc code patience/whereon doe you lookc? 

Ham. On him on him,looke you how pale he glares, 
H« forme and caufc contoy ncd.prcachir.g to ftones 
Would make them capable.doc not lookc vpon me, 
Lcaft with this pittious a&ion you conuert 
My ftearne eflc&s,chcn w hat I haue to doe • 

Will want true collour.tcarcs perchance for blood. 

Ger . To whome doe you fpcake this? 

H am. Doe vou fee nothing there? 

Ger. Nothing at all, yet all that is there I fee. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing hearef 
Ger. No nothing but our fclues.' 







Evince of Denmarke. 

Ham. Why lookc you there, lookc how it ftcalcs away : 
My father in his habit as he liue’d, 

Lookc where he goe$,euen now out at the portall. 

Ger. This is the very coynage of your braine. 

This bodilefle creacion,cxtacy is very cunning in 

Ham. My pulfe as yours doth tcmperatly keepe time, 
And makes as healthful! muficke,it is not madnefle 
That 1 haue vttred, bring me to the teft. 

And the matter will reword,which madnefle 
Would gambole from.Mothcrforloueof grace. 

Lay not that flattering vnftion to your foule 
That not your trefpafle but my madnefle fpeakes, 

It will but skin and filme the vlcerous place. 

Whiles rancke corruption mining all within 
Infefts vnfeenerconfeflc your felfc to heauen, 

Repent what’s paft,auoyd what is to come. 

And doe not fpread the compofton the weedes 
To make them ranckcr,forgiue me this my vertue, 

For in the fatnefle of thefe purfie time* 

Vertueit felfe ofvicerauft pardon beg* 

Yea curbe and wooe for leauc to doe him good. 

Cjer. O Hamlct'.thow haft cleft my hart. in tw&itlC, 

H am. Othrowaway the, vvorfer part ofit, 

And leauc the purer with the other halfe, 

Good night.but goe not corny Vncles bed. 

Aflame a vertucifyouhaueitnot. 

That monftercuftome, who all fence docheate 
Ofhabits deuill,is angcll yet in this 
That to the vfe of actions fairc and good. 

He like wife giucs a frocke or Liuery 
That aptly is put on to refi aine night. 

And that (hall lend akindofeafines 
To the next aBflinencc.the next more e'afie: 

For vfe almoft can change the ftamp of nature. 

And Maiftcrche diucll.or throw him out 
With wonderous potency .• once more good nighty 
And when you arc defirousto be bleft, 
c blefling beg of you, for this fame Lord 
doe repent ; but heauen hath plcaf’d itio • 





Exit Gbojf. 
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